THE   LIFE   OF   JAMES   RAMSAY   MACDONALD

value in connection with the Labour Party. As was written
in St. Paul's Cathedral regarding Wren, " If you want his
monument, look around. ..." Many were the influences
which went to the building up of a great Movement, but
without the man to rally round no Movement recorded in
history had ever found its way to success. ... It would be
sheer folly on his part to tell them of Mr. MacDonald's
ability, of his tact, of his energy, and of his voracity for hard
work. He could hit hard, but he could work hard; and it
was for the work he had done that they were paying him
this tribute of their respect. . . .

The gift was a pair of oil portraits of MacDonald and
his wife by Solomon J. Solomon.   For the recipient it

was a particularly poignant choice.

******          *

Perhaps, though she lived a year and a half afterwards,
Margaret MacDonald never recovered from the death
of her little son, David, in February, 1910.

There are strange, mysteriously spun bonds of affection that
entwine us to the dead and draw us away (wrote her
husband). We live in a companionship of memories and
ghosts. The world changes, the things of substance dissolve,
the unseen claims us, and we go, and nothing can keep us
back.

She was tired already, and this was a stunning blow.

"Last night," she wrote to a friend, "when over in the
sitting-room, I left the door open as I always do when the
children are at home, so as to hear them if they waken.
I pretended he was there, and though I laughed at myself I
humoured the fancy. I always say * Ck>od-morning' to his
little spirit, too, in case he wants me."

She had been met too, on her return from India, by the
news that her friend, Mary Middleton, was dying, and,
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